CHAPTER XXV.

INTO  KABYLIA.

ET the reader now turn back the pages of fifteen years
and follow me in journeys through other scenes, by dili-
gence, several hundred miles from Algiers. At the
present time some of these trips can be made by rail, but I
prefer my former experience, now that the hardships are over;
and they .were hardships, for they almost cost me my life.
For that very reason, however, my impressions have remained
stronger than they would have done had I gone over the same
ground more rapidly and comfortably.

We had spent a delightful winter, and had been fortunate
enough to occupy as a studio a whole villa at Mustapha, which,
with its extensive* grounds and gardens, had been placed at our
entire disposal. At the end of our stay, however, it passed out
of the hands of the French owner into those of a wealthy young
Arab, who came, accompanied by two of his six young wives, to
visit the premises, evidently with the desire to consult and please
the fancy of his favorite houris before making the purchase.

At five o'clock in the morning of April 5, 1873, I took my
place on the upper bench of the diligence behind and above the
driver. My companion, an Englishman, who was an old trav-
eller in India, sat beside me. In the plain of the Metidja the
mist lay in long white bands away over to the foot of the blue
hills of the Atlas, and the sun, rising from a pale lemon-yellow